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ECLOGUE 


TRANSLATED, 


OR RATHER, 
ImiTATED, at the Deſire 


OF 


My LADY GIFFARD. 


(). E Labour more, O Arethaſa, yield 
Before I leave the Shepherds and theField: 


Some Verſes to my Gallus cer we part, 


Suchas may one day break Lycorts Heart 
A 


2 

As She did his. Who can refuſe a Song 

To one that lov'd ſo well, and dy'd ſo young! 

So maiſt thou thy belov'd 4/pheus pleaſe, 

When thou creep'ſt under the Sicanian Seas. 

Begin and ſing Ga//w's, unhappy fires, 

Whilſt yonder Goat to yonder branch aſpires 
Out of his reach. We ſing not to the deaf; 

- An anſwer comes from every trembling Leaf. 

What Woods, what Foreſts had intic'd your ſtay, 

Ye Nayades, why came ye not away ! 

When Ga/us dy'd by an unworthy flame 

Parnaſſus knew, and lov'd too well his name 

To ſtop your courſe; nor could your haſty flight 

Be ſtaid by Pindus which was his delight. 

Him the freſh Laurels, Him the lowly Heath 

| Bewail'd with dewy tears; his parting breath 

Made lofty Menalus hang his piny head; 


Lyce&an Marbles wept when he was dead. 


Under 
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Under a lonely Tree he lay and pind, 


His Flock about him feeding on the Wind 


As he on Love; ſuch kind and gentle Sheep 
The fair Adonis would be proud to keep. 
There came the Shepherds, there the weary Hinds, 
Thither Mexalcas parcht with Froſt and Winds. 
All ask him whence, for whom this fatal love 
Apollo came lus Arts and Herbs to prove. 
Why Ga/us? why ſo fond? He ſays; thy flame, 
Thy care, Lycors, is another's game3 
For him ſhe ſighs and raves, him ſhe purſues cdewny 
Through mid days heats, and chroughthemorning 
Over the ſnowy clitls and frozen ſtreams, 
ThroughnoiſyCamps. Up Ga/w,leavethy dreams, 
She has left thee. Still lay the drooping Swain 
Hanging his mournfull head, Phew in vain 
Offers his Herbs, employs his counſel here; 
"Tis all refus'd, or anſwer'd with a tear. 

A 2 What 
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What ſhakes the branches! what makesall the trees 
Begin to bow their heads, the Goats their knees! 
Oh! 'tis Sy/vanus with his moſly beard 

And leafy crown, attended by a herd 

Of Wood-born Satyrs; ſce! he ſhakes his Spear, 
A green young Oak the talleſt of the year. 

Pan the Arcadian god forſook the plains, 

Mov'd with the ſtory of his Ga/us pains. 

We ſaw him come with Oaten-pipe in hand 
Painted with Berries-juice; we ſaw him ſtand 
And gaze upon his Shepherds bathing Eyes; 

And what, no end, no end of prict he cries! 
Love, little minds all thy conſuming care, 

Or reſtleſs thoughts, they are his daily fare. 

Nor cruel Love with tears, nor graſs with ſhow'rs 
NorGoats with tender ſprouts, norBees with flow'rs 


Are ever fatisft'd. So ſaid the god, 


And toucht the Shepherd with his hazle rod: 
wo He, 
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He, ſorrow-ſlain, ſeem'd to revive, and ſaid, -\ 
But yet Arcadians is my griet allay'd, 
Tothink that in theſe Woods, and Hills, and Plains, 
Whea I am (ilent in the grave, your Swains 
Shall ſing my loves, Arcadian Swains inſpir'd 
By Phebus; Oh! how gently ſhall theſe tir'd 
And fainting Limbs repoſe in endleſs ſleep, 
Whilſt your ſweet Notes my Love immortal keep! 
Would it had pleas'd the Gods I had been born 
Juſt one of you, and taught to wind a Horn, 
Or wejld a Hogk, or prune a branching Vine, 
And known noother Love but, Phi//zs, thine; 
Or thine, Amyntas ; What though both are brown, 
So are the Nuts and Berries on the Down; 
Amongſt the Vines, the Willows, and the Springs, 
Phillis makes Garlands, and. Amyntas ſings. 
No cruel Abſence calls my Love away 
Farther than bleating Sheep can go aſtray. 
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Here, my Lycoris, here are ſhady groves, 


Here Fountainscool, and Meadows ſoft, our loves 
And lives may here together wear and end: 

O the true joys of ſuch a ate and friend! 

I now am hurried by ſevere commands 

Into remoteſt parts, among the bands 

Of armed Troops; there by my foes purſu'd, 
Here by my friends; but ſtill by love ſubdu'd. 
Thou far from home, and me, art wandring o'er 
The Alpine ſnows, the fartheſt Weſtern ſhore, 
The frozen Rhine. When are we like to meet ? 
Ah gently, gently, leſt thy tender feet 

Be cut with Ice. Cover thy lovely armes ; 
The Northern cold relents not at their charms: 
Away I'll go into ſome ſhady bow'rs, 

And ſing the ſongs I made in happy hours; 
And charm my woes. How can I better chuſe, 


Than among wildeſt Woods my ſelf to loſe, 


. 


And 
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And carve our loves upon the tender Trees, 
There they will thrive? See how my love agrees 
With the young plants: look how they grow toge- 
In ſpight of abſence, and in ſpight of weather. (6F 
Mean while I'll climb that Rock, and ramble or 
Yon woody Hill; Ill chaſe the grizly Boar, 

I'll find Dzana's and her Nymphs reſort ; 

No froſts, no ſtorms ſhall ſlack my eager ſport. 
Methinks I'm wandring all about the rocks 

And hollow ſounding woods: look how my locks 
Are torn with boughs and thorns! My ſhafts are 
My legs are tir'd, and all my ſport is done, (guy 
Alas! this is no cure for my diſeaſe ; 

Nor can our toyls that cruel god appeaſe. (nor 
Now neither Nymphs, nor Songs can pleaſe me 
Nor hollow Woods, nor yet the chafed Boar: 

No ſport, no labour, can divert my grief: 
Without Lycorzs there is no relief. 


A 4 Though 
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Though I ſhould drink up Zeber's icy ſtreams, 
Or Scythian ſnows, yet {till her fiery beams 


Would ſcorch me up. Whatever we can prove, 


Love conquers all, and we muſt yield to Love. 


VIRGIL'S 
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VIRGILS 
O Fortunart, &c. 


T ransLATED, 


OR RATHER, 
ImiTaTED, upon the Deſire 


OF 


My LADY TEMPLE. 


() Happy Swains, if their own good they 


knew ! 

Whom far from jarring Arms the juſt and 
due 

Returns 
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[10] 


Returns of well fraught fields, with caſfie fare 


Supply, and cheartull Heavens with healthy air: 
What though no aged title grace the ſtock ? 
What though no Troops of early Waiters flock 
To the proud Gates, and with offictous fear 
Firſt beg the Porter's, then the Maſter's ear? 
What though no ſtately Pile amuſe the eye 

Of every gazer? Though no fcarlet dye 


Stain the ſoft native whiteneſs of the wool, 
Nor greedy Painter ever rob the full 

Untainted bowls of liquid Olives juice 

Deſtin'd tor Altars, and for Tables uſe; 
Though the bright dawn of Gold be not begun, 


And nothing ſhine about the Houle but Sun; | 
Yet ſecure peace reward of harmleſs life, 

Yet various ſorts of Treaſures free from ſtriſe | 
Or envy, careleſs leiſure, ſpatious plains, 


Cool ſhades and flow'ry walks along the veins 


Of 
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Of branched ſtreams, yet ſoft and fearleſs ſleep 


Amidſt the tender bleating of the ſheep 

Want not ; There hollow gloomy groves appear, 
And wilder Thickets, where the ſtaring Deer 
Dare cloſe their Eyes. There Youthto homely fare, 
And patient labour, Age to chearfull care 
Accuſtom'd, Sacred rights, and humble fear 

Of Gods above, Fair Truth and Juſtice there : 
Trod their laſt footſteps when they left the earth, 
Which to a Thouſand miſchiefs gave a birth. 


For me the Muſes are my firſt deſire, 
Whoſe gentle favour can with holy fire, 
Guide to great Nature's deep myſterious Cells (tells 
Through paths untrac'd, 'tis the chaſte Muſe that 


Poor groveling mortals how the Stars above 


yome keep their Station ſome unwearied move 


Through 
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Fhrough the vaſt azure plains, and what obſcures 
The mid-day Sun, how the faint Moon endures | | 
So many changes, and ſo many fears | 
As by the paleneſs of her face appears. 

What ſhakes the bowels of the groaning earth, 
What gives the Thunder, what the Hall a birth, J 
Why the winds ſometimes whiſtle, ſometimes rore, || | 
What makes the raging waves now brave it oer 
Thetow'ring Clifis, now calmly backwards crecp 
Into the ſpatious boſome of the deep. 

But if cold blood about my heart ſhall damp 

This noble heat of rifling Nature's Camp, 

Then give me ſhady groves, and purling ſtreams 
Andairy downs, Then far from ſcorching beams 
 Ofenvy, noiſe, or Cities bulie fry, 

Careleſs and nameleſs let me live and dye. 

Oh where! where are the fields, the waving veins 


Of gentle mounts amidſt the ſmoother Plains? 
The 
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res} The Nymphs fair Walks, Oh! for the ſhady Vale 
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Of ſome proud Hill, ſome freth reviving gale; 
Oh who will lead me? Whither ſhall I run, 

To find the Woods, and ſhrowd me from the Sun 2 
Happy the man that Gods and cauſes knows, 
Nature's and Reaſons Laws, that ſcorns the blows 
Of fate or chance, lives without ſmiles or tears, 
Above fond hopes, above diſtracting fears. 
Happy the Swain that knows no higher powers 
Than Pax, or old Sylvanw, and tne powers 

Of rural Nymphs fo oft by Satyrs griev'd 

( All this unſeen perhaps, but well believ'd) 

Him move not Princes frowns, nor Peoples heats, 
Nor faithleſs civil jars, nor foreign threats; 

Not Rome's affairs, nor tranſitory Crowns, 

The fall of Princes, or the riſe of Clowns, 


All's one to him; nor grieves he at the ſad 


Events he hears, nor envies at the glad. 


What 
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What fruits the laden boughs, the willing fields; 


What pleaſures Innocence and Freedom yields, 
He ſafely gathers, neither skills the feat 

Of Arms, or Laws, nor labours, but to eat. (Sails; 
Some rove through unknown Seas with ſwelling 
Some wait on Courts and the uncertain gales 

Of Princes favour; others led by charms 

Of greedy Honour, follow fatal Arms. 

Some mount the Pulpit, others ply the bar, 

And make the arts of Peace the arts of War. 

One hugs his brooding bags, and feels the woe 

He fears, and treats himſclt worſe than his foe. 
Another breaks the banks, lets all run out 

But to be talkt and gaz'd on by the rour. 

Some ſow Sedition, blow up civil brotls, 

And venture Exile, Death, and endleſs toils, 

Onely to ſleep in Scarlet, drink in Gold, 
Though other fair pretences may be told, 
Mean 
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Mean while the Swain riſes at early dawn, 


And turns his fallow, or breaks up the lawn 
With crooked Plough, buries the hopefull grain, 
Folds his lov'd flock, and lays a wily Train 

r | For their old foe; prunes the luxurious Vine, 
Pleas'd with the thoughts of thenext WintersWine: 
Viſits the lowing Herd, theſe for the pale, 
Thoſe for the yoke deſigns, the reſt for fale: 
Each ſeaſon of the ſliding year his pains 
Divides, each ſeaſon ſhares his equal gains. 
The youthfull Spring ſcatters the tender Lambs 
About the fields; the parching S»mmer crambs 
His ſpatious barns; Bacchus the Autumn crowns; 
And fair Pomona; when the Winter frowns 
And curls his rugged brow with hoary froſt, 
Thenare his feaſts, then thoughts and cares are loſt 


In friendly Bowls, then he receives the hire | 


Of his years labour by a chearfull fire. 
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Or elſe abroad he tries the arts and toils 

Of War, with truſty Dog, and Spear, he foils 
Thegrizly Boar, with Traps, and Trains, and Nets, 
The greedy Wolf, the wily Fox beets. 

At home he leaves, at home he finds a Wife 
Sharer of all that's good or bad 1n lite; 

Prudent and chaſt, yer gentle, eaſie, kind, 
Much in his eye, and always of his mind; 

He feeds no others children for his own ; 

Theſe have his kiſſes, theſe his cares; he's known 
Little abroad, and leſs deſires to know ; 

Friend to himſelf, to no man elle a foe. 

 Eaſie his labours, harmleſs are his plays. 

Juſt are his deeds, healthy, and long his days: 
His end nor wiſht nor fear'd ; he knows no odds 
'Tween life and death, but &en as pleaſe the gods. 


Among ſuch Swains Saturn the Sceptre bore; 


Such cuſtoms minwPthe golden age, before 


Trumpets 
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Trumpets were heard, or Swords ſeen to decide 
Quarrels of Luſt, or Avarice, or Pride ; 

ts, | Or cruel men began to ſtain their feaſts 

With bloud and ſlaughter of poor harmleſs beaſts; 
Thus liv'd the ancient Sabines, thus the bold 


Etrurians, fo renown'd and fear'd of old. 


Thus Romules, and thus auſpicious Rome } 

From ſlender low beginnings, by the doom 

Of fates, to ſuch prodigious greatneſs came, 
7n | Bounded by Heav'ns, and Seas, and vaſter fame. 
But hold! for why the Country Swaur alohe 
Though he be bleſt, cares not to have it known. 
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The firſt of 


"HORACE 


H1S 


SERMONS: 


BEING A 
Tranſlation, or rather, Imitation 


of his Way of Writing, 


Upon the Deſire of 


| MyLADY TEMPLE, 


AND 


My LADY GIFFARD. 


HF ist, Mecenas, that no man abides 
The lot which Reaſon gives, or Chance 


diviles 
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To his own ſhare? Still praifes others ſtars: 


Oh happy Merchants! Broken with the Wars 
And Age, the Soldier cries. On tother ſide 

When the Ship's toſt by raging winds and tide, 
Happy the Wars! There in an hour one dyes 

Or conquers, the repining Merchant cryes. ; 
The Lawyer paſt the fear of being poor, 

When early Clients taber at his door, 

And break his ſſcep, forgets his eaſe gains 

And mutters, Oh how bleſt are Country Swains, 
Their time's their own! But when th'unpractis'd 
Summon(d by Writ entersthe buſie Town, (LINEY 
Evry man's prey or jeſt he meets; oh curſt 

His hap, he cries, in fields ſo rudely nurſt. 

The reſt of the ſame kind would make a Theam 
As long and tedious as a Winter's dream; 

But to diſpatch, if any God ſhall ſay 


Your Vows are heard, each has his wiſh, away, 
B 2 Chang® 


\ Soft, and conſider, they all ſtand and ſtare, 
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Change all your ſtations, Soldier go and trade, 


Merchant go fight, Lawyer come take the Spade 
And Plough in hand; Farmer put on the Gown, 
Learn to be civil, and leave off the Clown. find 
Why what d'ye mean good Sirs! make haſte, you'll 
Hardly one God another time ſo kind. 


(are 


Like what they would be, worſe than what they 


Well, this is mirth, and 'tis confeſt, though few 


Can tell me what forbids jeſts to be true, 


Or gentle Maſters to invite their Boys 


To ſpell and learn at firſt with Plumbs and toys. 


But to grow ſerious, He that follows Arms, 


Phyſick, or Laws, thriving by others harms, 


The fawning Hoſt and he that ſweats at Plough, 


Th'adventrous Merchant, all agree and vow 


Their end's the fame, they labour and they care 


Onely that reſt and eaſe may be their hare 
When 


e 
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When they grow old, and have ſecur'd the main; 
Juſt ſo we ſee the wiſe and heedfvll train 
Of buſie Ants in reſtleſs journeys ſpend . 
The Summer-months to gather and to mend 
Their little heap, foreſeeing Winter's rage, 
And in their Youth carefull to ſtore their Age. 
But whenit comes, ' they ſaug at home, and ſhare 
The fruits in plenty of their common care. 
A Council fafe, and wiſe ; when neither fire, 
Nor Sea, nor froſt, nor ſteel tames thy deſire 
Of endleſs gain, whilſt there is any can 
Somuch as tell thee of one richer man. 
Where is the pleaſure with a tim'rous hand 
And heart, to bury treaſures inthe ſand? 

Who would be rich muſt never touch the bank ; 

You rout an Army if you break a rank. 
But if ne'er toucht, what helps the ſacred heap 
Of hidden Gold? thy ſweaty Hinds may reap 

B 3 Large 


Large fields of Corn, and fill whole runs with Wine; 


| But yet thy Belly holds no more than mine. 

So the tann'd Slave that's made perhaps to ſtoop 
Under the whole Proviſions of the Troop, 
Upon their way, alas, eats no more bread 


Than he that carried none upon his head. - 


| *Or tell me what 'timports the man that lives 


Within the narrow bounds that Nature gives 

To plough a Hundred or a Thouſand fields ? 
Oh! but todraw from a great heap that yields 
More than is askt, is pleaſant ſure: But why, 

If mine, though little, gives me more than I 

Or you can uſe, where is the difference? 

Why is your fortune better or your ſenſe ? 

\ Asif ſome Traveller, upon his way 

Wanting one quart of water to allay 


Hisraging thirſt, ſhould feorn a little Spring 


And'ſeek a River, 'twere a pleaſant thing: - - 
" And 


ls 


And what comes on't, that ſuch as covet more' 
Than what they need, perhaps are tumbledo'er 
Into the ſtream by tailing banks, whilſt he 
That onely wants what can't be ſpar is free, 
And drinking at the Spring, nor water fears 
Troubled with mud, nor mingled with his tears. 
Yet moſt men fay, by falſe deſire miſled, 
Nothing's enough, becauſe you're valued 
Juſt ſo much as you have. What ſhall one ſay 
Or doe to ſuch a man? Bid him away 
And be as wretched as he pleaſe himſelf 
Whilſt he ſo fondly dotes on dirty pelt. 
A ſordid rich Athenian, to allay 
The ſcorn of all the Peoples Tongues, would ſay, 
They hiſs me, but I hug my ſelf at home, 
While I among my endleſs treaſures rome. 
Tantalus catches at the flying ſtreams 
That (till beguile him like a Lover's dreams. 

B 4 Why 
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Why doſt thou laugh? Of thee the Fable's-told, 
| . Thouthat art plunged in thy heapsof Gold, 
| Andgazeſt on them with ſuch wakefull Eyes, 
And greedy thoughts, yet dart not touch the prize 
No more thanif't were ſacred, orenjoy'd 
Like PiQtures which with handling are deſtroy'd. 
Doſt thou not know what mony's worth? whatufe 
It yields? let bread be bought, and chearfull juice 
Of grapes, warm eafie clothes, and wood to burn, 
As much of all as ſerves kind Nature's turn. 
Or clſe go ſpend thy nights in broken dreams 
; Of Thieves or Fire, by day try all extreams 
Of pinching Cold and Hugger, make thy fare 
Of watchfull thoughts, and heart-conſuming care. 
Are theſe thy Treaſures! thele thy Goods! May I 
In want of all ſuch riches live and dye. 

But if thy Body ſhakes with aguiſh cold, 

Or burns with raging tevers, or grows old 
Betumes 
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Betimes with unkind ufage, thouart ſped 
With friends and Servants that ſurround thy bed, 
Make broaths, and beg Phyſicians to reſtore” "- 
A health now ſo bewail'd, ſo loy'd before 
By all thy dear Relations. Wretched man! 

Neither thy Wife, nor Child, nor Servant can 

Endure thou ſhouldſt recover; all the Boys 

And Girls, thy Neighbours hate thee; make a noiſe 

To break thy ſkeps, and doft thou wonder, when 

Thou lov'ſt thy Gold far above Gods-or Men? © 

Canſt thou teach others love, thy ſelf have none? 

Thou maiſt as well get Children/all alone. - * 

Then let there be ſonit and of gaiti # the more 

Thou doſt poſſeſs, the leſs fear'to be poor. 

And end thy labour when thou haſt attain'd 

What firſt thou hadſt in aim, nor bearraign'd 

Like baſe Vmidius who was wont to mete 

His Money as his Neighbours did their Wheat, * 
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By Buſhels ; yet a Wretch'to ſuch degres..: 
That he was cloath'd and fed as beggarly - | 
As the worſt Slave, and.to-his very laſt 
His fear of downright ſtarving neer was paſk; 
But as the Gods would have-it, a brave.,Frull: 
He kept, with a plain Hatchet cleſt his skull., 
What is your counſel then}'I pray, toſwill 
Like Nomentavus, or like Mezntius {till.: 
. To pinch and cark? | Why go'ſt thou onto join 
Things ſodixettly appolite?; *Tis fine, th, 
And does become thee, if.I bid thee flye-. 
The Prodigal, a Miſer thou,muſt dye: 
Nor.one nor t'ether likggay counſel ſounds, 
There is a mean.in things, and certain bounds, 
Short or beyond the which the truth and right 
Cannot-conſiſt, nor long remainin ſight. 


But to return from whence I parted, where 


Is there one Miſer does content appear 


With 


"1N 
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With what he is or has, and docs not hate 

His own, or envy &t his Neighbour's Fate? 
Never regards the endleſs ſwarm of thoſe 

That ſo much poorer are, but ſtill outgoes 71 
The next, and then the next, when he is 1G, 
Meeting ſtill one or: other ftops'his-haſt, - 

Like a fierce Rider m'a numerous Race 

That ſtarts and ſpurs'it on' with eager pace, i! ” 
While there is one before him, vext in mind, 
But ſcorning all that he: has left behind. ' - - 
Hencecomes it [that fo ſeldome-one- is found 
Who ſays his Life has happy been and ſound; 
And having fairly meafur'd,out'the ſpan 

Of poſting-age, dyes aicontented man; 
Or riſes from the Table like a Gueſt | 
That &en has fill'dthis belly at the feaſt; / 


ODE 
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ODE VILE 


| T HE Snows are melted all away, 
7 The Fields grow flow'ry, greenand gay; 
The Trees put out their tender leaves, 


And all the ſtreams that went aſtray, 
The Brook again into her bed receives. 


- See! the:whole Earth has made a change, 
| The Nymphs-and Graces naked range _ 
About the fields, who ſhrunk before - © - 
Into their Caves.,. The empty Grange ' 
Prepares its room for a new Summer's ſtore. 


Leſt thou ſhouldſt hope immortal things, 
The changing year Inſtruction brings, 


[C29] 
The fleeting hour that ſteals away 


The Beggar's time, and life of Kings, 
But ne'er returns them as it does the day. 


The cold grows ſoft with Weſtern gales, + 
The Summer over Spring prevails, 
But yields to Autamw's fruitfull rain, 
As this to Winter-ſtorms and hails, 
Each loſs the haſting Moons repair again. 


But we when once our -race isdone, 
With 7«/us and Auchiſes Son, 
(Though rich like one, like t'other good) 
To duſt and ſhades without a Sun 
Deſcend, and ſink in deep Oblivions flood. 


Who knows if the kind*Gods will give 
Another day to men that live 
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In hope of many diſtant years, 


Or if one night more ſhall retrieve 
The joys thou loſeſt by thy idle fears? =» | 


The pleaſant hours thou ſpend'ſt in health, 
The uſe thou mak'ſt of youth and Wealth, 
As what thou giv'it among thy friends 
Eſcapes thy heirs, ſo thoſe the ſtealth 

Of Time and Death, where good and evil ends. | | 


For when that comes, nor Birth, nor Fame, 
Nor Piety, nor-Honeſt Name, 
Can e'er reſtore thee. Theſeus bold, 
Nor chaſt Z7ippolitus could tame 
Devouring Fate, that ſpares nor young nor old. 


'J1 


ODE XIIL 


Hen thou commend'ſt the lovely Eyes 


wW Of Zelephus, that for thee dyes, 


His armes of wax, his neck, or hair, 

Oh! how my heart begins to beat, 

My Spleen is ſwell'd with gall and heat, 
And all my hopes ate turn'd into deſpair. 


Then both my mind and colour change, 
My jealous thoughts about me range 
In twenty ſhapes; my Eyes begin 
Like Winter-ſprings apace to fill ; 
*The ſtealing drops, as from a Still, 
Fall down, and tel what fires I feel within. 
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| When his reproaches make thee cry, 

(| And thy freſh cheeks with paleneſs die. *<_ 
3 T burn to think you will be friends; 

When his rough hand thy boſom ſtrips, 

Or his fierce kiſles tear thy lips, | 


I dye to ſee how all ſuch quarrel ends. 


'F Ah never hope a youth to hold 
So haughty, and in love fo bold, 
x What can him tame in anger keep? 


Whom all his fondneſs can't aſſuapge, 
Who even kiſſes turns to rage 
Which Yexus-does in her own Near ſteep. 


Thrice happy they whoſe gentle hearts, 
Till death it ſelf their union parts, 
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An undiſturbed kindneſs holds, 


Without complaints or jealous fears, 


Without reproach or ſpited tears, 


Which damp the kindeſt heats with fullen colds, 
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_ 


UPON 


M-Philipps 
DEATH: 


Made at the Deſire of 
My LADY TEMPLE. 


HY all theſe looks fo ſolemn and ſo fad! 


Who is that one can dye, and none be 


glad (Wiſe 
The Rich leaves Heirs, the Great makes room, the 


Pleaſes the fooliſh onely when he dyes. 
Men ſo divided are in hopes and fears, 
That none ca1 Jive or dye with gental tears; 


'Tis 
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Tis ſure ſome Star is fallen, and our hearts 


Grow heavy as its gentle influence parts. 

Thus faid I, and like others hung my head, 

When ſtreight 'twas whiſper'd 'tis Orinda's dead! 

Orinda! what |the glory of our Stage! 

Crown of her Sex, and wonder of the Age! 

Graceſull and fair in body and in mind, 

She that taught ſi allen Vertue tobe kind, 

Youth to be wiſe, Mirth to be innocent, 

Fame to be ſteddy, Envy to relent; -. 

Love tobe cool, and Friendſhip to be warm, 

Praiſe todo good, and Wit to do no harm! 

Orinda ! that was ſent the World to give 

The beſt example how to write and live ! 

The Queen of Poets, whoſoeer's the King, 

And to whoſe Sceptre all their homage bring! 

Who more than Men conceiv'd and underſtood, 

And more than Women knew how to be good. 
C 2 Who 
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Who learnt all young that age could &er attain, 


Excepting onely to be proud and vain, 

And made alone ſo rich amends for all 

The faults her Sex committed ſince the fall, 
Can ſhe be dead! Can any thing be great 

And faie! Can day advance and not retreat 

Into the ſhady night! But ſhe was young 

And might have liv'd to gazed the World, and ſung 
Us all afſkep that now lament her fall, 

And fate unjuſt, Heav'n unrelcnting call. 

Alas! can any fruit grow ripe in Spring, 

And hang till Autumn? Nature gives this ſting 
To all below, whatever thrives too faft | * 
Decays too ſoon, late growths may longer laſt. 
Orinda could not wait on flow pact time, 
Having ſo far to go, ſo high to climb; 

But like a flaſh of heavenly fire that' falls 


Into ſome carthly dwelling, firſt it calls 


The 
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The Neighbours onely to admire the light 
And luſtre that ſurprize their wondring ſight, 
Till kindling all, it grows a noble flame, 
Towring and ſpiring up from whence it came; 
But cer arrived at thoſe azure Walls, 
The houſe that lodg'd it here, to aſhes falls: 
Such was Orinda's Soul, But hold ! I fee 
A Troop of Mourners in deep Elegie, 
Make room and liſten to their charming lays, 
For they bring Cypreſs here to trade for Bays ; 
And he deſerves it who of all the reſt 


Praiſes and imitates Qrizda belt. 
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UPON THE 


Approach of the SHoRE 


HARWICH, 


In Fanuary, 1668. 
Begun under the MAST, 


At the Defre of 


My LADY GIFFARD. 


WI” 


w 


Mother of welborn Souls, and fearleſs hearts, 


Elcomethefaireſt and the happieſt earth, 


Seat of my hopes and pleaſures,- as my 
(birth; 


In. Arms renown'd, and flouriſhing in Arts. 


The 
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The Iſland of good nature and good cheer, 
That elſewhere onely paſs, inhabit here. 
Region of Valour and of Beauty too; 
Which ſhews, the brave are onely fit to woo. 
No Child thou haſt ever approacht thy ſhore 
That lov'd thee better, or eſteem'd thee more. 
Beaten with Journeys both of Land and Seas, 
Tired with care, the buſie man's diſeaſe ; 
Pinched with froſt, and parched with the wind, 
Giddy with rowling;and with faſting pin'd; (Sands, 
Spighted and vex'd that Winds, and Tides, and 
Should all conſpire tocroſs ſuch great commands 
As haſte me home with an account that brings 
The doom of Kingdoms to the beſt of Kings. 
Yet I reſpire at thy reviving ſight, 
Welcome as health, and chearfull as the lg", 
How I forget my anguiſh and my toils, 


-Charm'd at th'approach of thy delight®,'! '../ | 
C 
0 


' 


ks 


How like a Mother thou holdſt out thy armes 


To fave thy children from purſuing harms ; 

And open'it thy kind boſom, where they find 

Safety from waves, and ſhelter from the wind : 

Thy cliffs ſo ſtately, and fo green thy hills, 

This with reſpe&, with hope the other fills, 

All that approach thee, and believe they find 

A Spring for Winter that they left behind. 

Thy ſweet incloſures and thy ſcattered farms 

Shew thy ſecurencſs from thy Neighbours harms ; * 
Their ſheepin houſes, and their men in towns 

Sleep onely ſafe, thine rove about the downs, 

And hills, and groves, and plains, and know nofear 

Of foes, or Wolves, or cold throughout the year, 

Their vaſt and frighttull woods ſeem onely made 

To cover cruel deeds and give a ſhad 
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Upon whatever chances intheir way. 


To the wild beaſts, and wilder men, 


Thy 
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Thy pleaſant thickets and thy fhady groves 
Onely relieve the heats and cover loves, 
Sheltring no other thelts or cruelties, 

But choſe of killing or beguiling Eyes. 

Their famiſht Hinds oppreſt by. cruel Lords, 
Flead with hard taxes, aw'd with Soldier's ſwords, 
Know no more eaſe than juſt what ſleep can give; 
Have no more heart or courage but to live: 

Thy brawny Clowns and ſturdy Seamen fed 
With the good Beet that their own fields have bred, 
Safe in their Laws, and eafte in their rent, 

Bleſt in their King, and intheir State content ; 
When they are calld away from Herd or Plough 
To arms, will make all forcign forces bow, 

And ſhew how much a lawlull Monarch faves, 
When twenty Subje&ts beat an hundred Slaves. 
Fortunare Iſland! if thou didſt but know 


How much thou doſt to Heav'n and Nature owe! 
And 
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And if thy humour were as good as great 


Thy forces, and as bleſt thy foil and ſeat ; 

But then with numbers thou would'ſt be oer-ran, 
Strangers to breathe thy air their own would ſhun; 
And of thy childret! none abroad would roam, 
But for the pleaſure of returning home. 

Come and embrace us in thy faving-armes, 
Command the waves to ceaſe their rough alarms, 
And guard us to thy Port, that we may fee 
Thou art indeed the Empreſs of the Sea. 

So may thy Ships about the Ocean courſe, 

And ſtill encreaſe in number and in force. 

So may no ſtorms ever infeſt thy ſhores, 

But all the winds that blow encreaſe thy ſtores. 
May never more contagious air ariſe 

To cloſe ſo many of thy childrens Eyes, 

But all about thee health and plenty vye 

Which ſhall ſeem kindeſt to thee, Earth or Sky. 
May 
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May no more fires be ſeen among thy Towns, 
But charitable Beacons on thy Downs, 

Or elſe vitorious Bonefires in thy Streets, 
Kindled by winds that blow from off thy Fleets. 
Maiſt thou feel no more fits of faCtious rage, 


But all diſtempers may thy'Charles aſſuage, 
With ſuch well tuned concord of his State, 
As none but ill and hated men may hate. 
And maiſt thou from him endleſs Monarchs fee 
Whom thou maiſt honour, who may honour thee. 
May they be wiſe and good, thy happy ſeat, 
And ſtores, will never fail tomake them great. 
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UPON 


My LADY GIFFAR D's 


LOORY. 


F all the queſtions which the curious raiſe 
'O)>" in ſearchof knowledge or of praiſe, 
None ſeems ſo much perplexed or fo nice 
As where to find the ſeat of Paradiſe. 

But who could once that happy Region name 
From whence the fair and charming Loory came? 


To end this doubt would give the beſt advice, 


For this was ſure the bird of Paradiſe. 


Such radiant colours from no tainted air, 


Such notes and humour from no lands of care, 


Such 
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Suchunknown ſmells cou'd from no commonearth, 


From no known Climate could receive a birth. 
For he alone in theſe alive outvid 


All the perfumes with which the Phoenix did. 


About a gentle Turtle's was the ſize, 
The ſweeteſt ſhape that eer ſurprized eyes. 
A longiſh hawked bill, and yellow brown, 
A flick black velvet cap upon the crown. 
His back a ſcarlet mantle coverd o'er, 
One purple ſploach upon his neck he wore. 
His jetty eyes were circled all with flame. 
His ſwelling Breaft Was, with his back, the ſame. 
All down his belly a deep violet hue 
Was gently thaded to an'azure blue. 
His ſpreading wings were green, tobrown inclin'd, 


But with a ſweet pale ſtraw colour were lin'd. 
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His tail, above was purples mixt with green, 


Under, a colour ſuch as neer was ſeen, 


When like a Fan it ſpread, a mixture bold 


Of green and yellow grideline and gold. 


Thus by fond Nature was he dreſt more gay 


Than Eaſtern Kings in all their rich array, 
For Feather much, as well as Flow'r, ontvies- 


In ſoftneſs, ilk, in colour mortaldies. 


But none his beauty with his humour dare, 
Nor can his Body with his Soul compare. 
If that was wonder, this was Prodigy, 
They differ'd as the fineſt Earth and Sky. 
If ever any reaſonable Soul 
Harbor in ſhape of either brute or fowl, 
This was the Manſion, Metamorphoſie 
Gain'd here the credit loſt ia Poetrie. 
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No paſſion moving in a humane breaſt 
Was plainer ſeen, or livelier expreſt. 


No wit or learning, eloquence or ſong, 


Acknowledg'd kindneſs, or complain'd of wrong 


With accents half ſo feeling as his notes: 
Look how he rages, now again he dotes; 
Brave like the Eagle, meek as is the Dove, 
Jealous as Men, like Women does he love. 
With bill he wounds you ſudden as a dart, 


Then nibling asks you pardon from his heart. 


He calls you back if &er you go away, 

He thanks you if you are fo kind to ſtay. 
When you return, with exultation high 
He raiſes notes that almoſt pierce the Sky, 
But all in ſuch a language that we gueſt, 


Though he ſpoke ours, he found his own the beſt. 


Such 


FA 


Such a Badecn ner came upon the Stage, 


So droll, ſo monkey in his play and rage ; 
Sprawling upon his back, and pitching pyes, 
Twirling his head, and flurring at the flies. 

A thouſand tricks and poſtures would he ſhow, 
Then riſe ſo pleasd both with himſelf and you, 
That the amaz'd bcholders could not ſay 
Whether the bird was happier, or they. 


With a ſoft bruſh was tipt his wanton tongue, 
He lapt his water like a Tyger young, 

His Lady's teeth with this he pickt and prun'd ; 
With this a thouſand various notes he tun'd. 

A chagrin fine cover his little feet, 

Which to wild airs would in wild meaſures mect. 
With theſe he took you by the hand, his prey 
With theſe he ſcizd, with theſe he!hopt away. 
With theſe held up he made his bold defence, 
The arms of ſafety, love and violence. 

With 
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With all theſe charms Loory endow'd and dreſt, 
Forfaking climates with ſuch creatures bleſt. 


From Eaſtern regions and remoteſt ſtrands 
Flew to the gentle Artemiſa's hands. 


And when from thence he pave the fatal ſtart, 
Went to the gentle Artemiſa's heart. 

Fed with her hands, and percht upon her head, 
From her lips water, neſted in her bed. 
Nurſt with her cares, preſerved with her fears, 
And now, alas! embalmed with her tears. 

But ſure among the griefs that plead juſt cauſe, 
This needs muſt be acquitted by the laws, 

For never could be greater paſſion, 
Cohicernment, jealouſie, for Miſtreſs ſhown, 
Content in preſence, and at parting grief; 
Trouble in abſence, by return relief. 

Such application, that he was i'th' end 
Company, Lover, Play-fellow and Friend. 


D Could 


Could I but hope or live one man to find 
As much above the reſt of humane kind 

As this above the race of all that flie, 

Long ſhouldI live, contented ſhould I dye. 
Had ſuch a Creature heretofore appear'd 
When to ſuch various Gods were Altars rear'd, 
Who came transformed down in twenty ſhapes 
For entertainment, love, revenge, or rapes: 


Loory would then have Mercury been thought, 
And of him ſacred Images been wrought: 

For between him ſure was ſufficient odds 

And all th' Egyptian, Gothick, Indian Gods: 

Nay, with more reaſon had he been ador'd 

Than Gods that perjur'd, Goddeſſes that whor'd: 
Yet ſuch the greateſt Nations choſe or found, 
Andrais'd the higheſt Plant from loweſt ground. 


FINIS. 


[51 ] 


_ 


III 


ARIST AUS. 


FOUR TH BOOK 


O Þ 


VIRGILS GEORGICKS. 


——— _—_—_— —_—. 


et. 


The Argument. 


Ariſtzus was Son of Cyrene, Daughter to 
one of the' anctent Kings of Arcadia ; 
and by Apollo as was Blieled or at leaſt 
reported . His Birth was concealed 5 and 
he was ſe ent to be prrvately brought up 
among the Shepherds of Arcadia ; where 
grown a Man, he applyed him ſelf wholl 
to the cares and ſtores of a Country Life, 
, wn all which he ſucceeded, ſo as togrow 
4 A 


re 
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nowned for his Knowled ge and Wealth. 


He was eſteemed the fir ft Inventer of 
Cheeſe, Oyl and Honey, or rather if 


the Axt of hrving Bees, whuh before 
were wild, and ny Stocks found only 
by chance and in bollow Trees. For this 
he was worſhi t among the Arcadians as 
Son of Apollo and as other Inventers 
of things aceſſery or moſt uſeful to bu- 
mane Life. He fell in love with Eu- 


ridice m— eſpouſed to Orpheus ; and 


by his pur utt of her., was the occaſuon of 


her Death, being bitten by a Snake as ſhe 
fled from bym. Thys was followed. by the 
death of Orpheus after a long and imcu- 
rable gi whereupon Ariltzus was by 
the Nymphs Companzons of FEuridice 
plagued m all his Stores, but moſt of all 
m his Bees, of which he was foudeſt, 
tl be loft them all, and was mm deſparr 
ever to recover them : But by the Ad- 
vice of is Mother and of Proteus, to 
whom ſhe ſent him, he came to find out 
beth the trug Cau ſe of his loſs, and means 


of retrieving it. The 
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He Shepherd Ariſteus grieving, ſees 
- > Thehelplefs lofsof his beloved Bees; 
In vain he with the ſtrong Contagion ſtrives, 
The cluſtering Stocks lyefimiſht in their Hives3 
Some ftoitt abroad return with droopy Wing 
Withempty Thighs, and moſt without a Sting. 
They with Diſeaſes, He with forrow pines, 
And tohis ſpited Grief hinaſelf reſigns; 
Abandonsall his wonted Cares and Pains, 
His Flocks, his Groves, his Shepherds and his 
Away he goesled by hisraving Dreams, (Plains. 
To the clear Head of the Peneiar Streams ; 
Full of Complaints he there his Sorrow breaks, 


And thus reproaching to his Mother ſpeaks. 


Cyrene, Sometime Mother, whoſe Abodes 


Are at the Bottom of theſe Chryſtal Floods; R 
A 2 I 
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If e're ApoVocharmed thy Deſire 

As Iam told, or was my Sacred Sire, _ 
If ever thou broughtſt forth this Child,the hate 
And ſcornof angry unrelenting Fate ; 
What is his Care ? Or where thy tender Love? 
That bid me hope for bleſſed Seats above: 


Is thisth' advantage of Immortal-Race ? 


Aretheſe the Trophies that thyOffspring grace? 
Ist not enough, I paſs inglorious Life 

Among the Country Shades,in Toyl and —_— 
With my hard Fate, but Thou muſt enyy bear, 


That I liv'd private, void of Hope or Fear ; 
Sprung from ſuch Seed I ſhould a Hero be, 

Is it too much to be content and free ? 

What isthe Honour of poor Sheep and Bees ? 
That thou ſhould'ſt envy or deny me theſe ; 
Thou art a Goddeſs, I an humble Swain, 


Andcan my Rura]l-Fortunes give thee Pain ? 


If 


it 
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If fo, then come and cut down all my Groves 


Parchall my eared Sheaves and kill my Droves, 


Famiſh my Flocks, and root up all my Vines, | 


He that is once undoneno more repines. 


Thus went he on, until at length the Sound 
Reacht Fair Cyrere, ſhe fate circled round 
With all her Nymphs, in Vaulted Chambers 
Under the great and Sacred Rivers Bed;(ſpread 
There was Cydippe, gentle, ſweet and fair, ' 
And bright Lycorias with Golden Hair 3 

The firſt a Virgin free from wanton Stains , 


The other newly paſt Lxcinas Pains ; 

Clioand Beroe from the Ocean 

Lately arrivedeach upon a Swanz "4 
Opis and Ephyre and Deiopeia, 
Drymo, Ligeaand the young Thalera ; 


Swift. 
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Swift Arethu/z had her Quiver laid, 
And wanton Spezo with her Garland plaid ; 
Somne ſpiti Thilefian Wools, ſome entertain 
The reſt with Stortes of the pleaſing Pain; 
The Gay Climene told the crafty Wiles 
Of jealons Valcar, how he Mars beguiles, 
How the ſweet thefts are 4 the Tram is 
And how the Lovers ſtruggle in the Net. (ſet, 


Whilſt to fuch Tales they lend a willmg Far 
Their Trmeq and Work away together wear 3 
Tilt Ariſtzxs fad complaint begins - 

To make them liſtert, then proceeding wins 
All the Attentionof the Chryſtal Hal ; 

But Arethnſa moved, before all 

The rcſtſtarts up; and rearsher ſprightly Head 
Above the Waves that murmur'd as theyfled 3 


And 
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And Oh the Godg Cyrere, cries ſhe out, 

Siſter Cyrene, Siſter, here without, 

Thy chiefeſt care, fad Ariſtexs ſtands, (hands 
And Sighs, and ſwells, and with his gentle 
Wipes his wet Eyes, then to reproaches falls, 
And theeunkind and cruel Mother calls. 


Sheſtruck, and pale and feeling all the fmars 
Thatat fuach newscould pierce a Mothers Heart, 
Cries, bring him to us, bring him ſtrait away, 
For him 'tis lawful, Ariſieus may, 

Sprung of the Gods, their Sacred Portals tread 3 
Then ſhe commands the haſty Streams that fled 
So faſtaway, toſtop and leavea Room 

Where the Sad Youth might to her Palace come, 
The Waters hear theur Goddeſfles Command, 
And riſing from their Bedin Arches ſtand ; 


He 
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He through theglazed Vaults amaz'd deſcends, 


Guided by two of the kind Nymphs his Friends, 
Till the vaſt ſpacious Caverns he deſcries, 


And ſtruck with Wonder, the new Scene be- 
Whereks vaſt regions mighty Waters ſweld 5 


Efocmy Groves repeat the hollow ſound 
Of falling Flouds, theneRocky Clifts rebotmd 
The fainting Eccho's5 here great lakes remain 
Enclos'd in Caves, reſerv'd to fill ſome Vein 
Of failing Streams 3 there mighty Rivers roul 
In Torrents raging, and without controul 3 
Here gentle Brooks with a ſoft murmur glide, 
Phaſes and Lycu: coaſting by his ſide; 

Cold Cydns haſtning to C:liciar Strands, 

Old Tzber winding through the Tawny Sands; 
The troubled Hyparis and Arien fair, 


All haft to ſhow their Heads in open Air ; 
FE That 


Where fair Cyrents watry Kingdom lies, (held, 


| 
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That way the rapid Po in bratiched Veins 
| hepr out to water many Fertile Plains. 


Atlength the noble Swain is wondring brotight 
Into a great and round Pavilion wrought 
Out of a Chriſtal Rock with Moſs or egrown, 
Within 'twas paved all with Pumice Stone, 
The vaultedRoof with _— Pearl wasfpread; 
Fretted with Coral iti Ur Branchesled , 
The Wall in groteſque Itmag'ry excels, 
Wrought in a thouſand various colour'd Shells: 
Some repreſenting the fierce Sea Gods rapes, 
Others the Fairand flying Nymphs eſcapes; 
Here Neptune with the Tritens inhis Train, 
There Yenzs rifing from the foamy Main. 
Twenty f. ight Ivory Chairs, and cover'dall 
With Moffte Cuſheons ſtood about the Hall, 


To 
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Toone of theſe is Ariſtexs led, 
Where ſitting down, at firſt he hung his Head, 


Then fighing tells his Story, and his moan 
Repeats, but only lets reproach alone. 


Cyrene hearing all her Sons Complaints, 
Alaſs poor Youth, ſhecrys, alaſs he faints 3 
 Isit with faſtingor with grief > Gobring 
A boul of Waterfrom yon Chryſtal Spring, 
And bring a Flaggonof Old ſparkling Wine; 
The Nymphs diſpatch, ſome make the Altar 
| ſhine 
| WithSpicy Flames,ſome the white Napkins get 
And various diſhes on the Table ſet. 
She takes a Cup of one great Pear], andTrys 


Firſt tothe Ocean let usSacrifice, 
And while ſhe holds it in her Hand, ſheprays 


Tothe great Ocean ; ſings the Ocean's praiſe, 
In- 
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Invokes a hundred Nymphs that him obey 
But in a hundred Groves and Rivers ſway; 
Thrice ſhe pours Wine upon the facred fires, 
And thrice the Flame to th'arched Roof aſpires, 
_ With whichpropitious Signs Cyrexe pleas'd, 
Ske thus her Sons impatient Grief appeas'd. 


In the Carpethian Gulf blew Protens dwells, 
Great Neptunes Prophet, who the Ocean quells; 
He jna glittering Chariot courſes o're 
The foaming Waves, Him all the Nymphs adore, 
Old Nerexs too, becauſe He all things knows, 
The paſt, the prefent, and the future Shows : 
So Neptunepleasd, who Protexsthus inſpir'd, 
And with fuch Wagesto his Service hir'd. 
Gave him the Rule of all his briny Flocks, 
That feed among a thouſand ragged Rocks: 


B 
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He's coaſting now to the Ewathian Shore, 

Neer fair Palſene, where bright Thetis bore 
This Son of th' Ocean, Thou muſt him purſue, 
And ſeize, and bind,and make him tell the true 
Cauſe and events of thy difaſtrouschance z 

By no fairWords or Pray 'rsthou canſt advance, 
Nor gentle means, hard force will make him 
And for his own, beglad toſervethy end:Cbend 
When next the radiant Sun ſhall ſcorch thePlain, 
And thirſty Cattel (eek for fhade in vain 

[ will my ſelf conduftthee to the Cells, 

And cloſeRetreats where thisEnchanter dwells ; 
When he the Ocean leaves and takes his reſt ; 
There ſeize himtyred, and with ſleep appreſt, 
And bind him faſt withFetters and with Chains; 
And (till, the more he ſtruggles and he ſtrains, 
The faſter hold him , and beware his Wiles, 


By which he other Mortals ſtill beguiles 3 
For 
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For into twenty various Forms he'l turn 

A Marble Pillar, or a carved Urn, 

A Flaſhof Fire, or elſe a guſhing Floud, 

A ſhaggy Lyon ſmearedall with Bloud, 
AScaly Dragon, ora rugged Bear, 

A chafed Boar, or Tyger he'l appear. 

But thou the more he ſhifts his various Shapes, 
Take the more care to hinder hiseſcapes, 

And hold him faſter, till atlength he riſe 
Inthe ſame Form thou did(t him firſt ſurprize 3 
Then will he tell whoſe Anger has thee griev'd, 
And how thy loſs may be again retreiv'd. 


Thus ſaid Cyrene, and with { gentle look 
Upon her Son, her Golden Treſles ſhook, 
From whence Awbrofian Odours were diffus'd 
About the Room, by which the Shepherd, us'd 


SQ * 


So long to Woe, ſtrait ſeemed to revive, 

And thought his loved Bees again alive; 

His Hair and Weed the ſweet Perfume retains, 
And ſprightly vigour runs through all his Veins. 


There is a mighty Gulph, which many a Tide 
Had eaten out of a great Mountains fide ; 
Sometimes the foaming Waves come braving 
The ragged Clifts, that all infeft the Shore, (9're 
And a great Sea covers this mighty Bay ; 

But when with falling Tides it ſteals away, 
Then does a dry and fpacious Strand appear, 
Which rough and ſcatter'd Rocks docs only 
About the mid{t, one above all the reſt (bear. 
With ſcraggy Splints raiſes its lofty Creſt 5 

The ſpreading Root has two unequal ſides, 
Halt undermined by the beating Tides, 


| Which 
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Which make two hollowChamberson theStrand 
Arched with Rock.and floored with the Sand 5 
Of theſethe larger is the cool Retreat 
Which Protexs chooſes from the ſcorching Heat. 
Within the leffer fair Cyrene hides 
Bold Ariftexs, where the Youth abides, 
Turn'd-from the Light, and caſting in his mind 
How he may ſeize the Bard, and how him bind. 


bb” 


Thus all prepar'd, the Nymphnolonger ſtays, 


But in a miſt away her ſelt conveys ; 

And as ſhe riſes all the Sky grews clear, 
Phebxs begins his flaming Head to rear, 
Parching the Corn,and ſcorchingup the Blades. 
The lowing Cattle ſeek about for Shades, 

The panting Lyons with the Heat oppreſt, 
And Tygers tamed, lay them down to reſt, 
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The thirſty India»; haſten to their Caves, 
And now the briny Flocks forſake the Waves 5 
Here comesa Triton on 4 Dolphin borne, 
Therea great Sea-hotle with his wreathed horn, 
The faarling Seals crawl up the floping Shore, 
And deep mouth'dHounds that inCþryb4is rore, 
Calves, Hogs andBears(all Monſters of theFlouds 
Buethoſereſembling, which frequent theWoods) 
Roul on the Sand, or ſprawling on their fides 


In the hot Sun they tann their tawny Hides. 


Then Pyoteus wafted or e the curling Waves, 
Leaps on the Shore and haſtens to his Caves, 
There fitting down, He ſhakes his briny Locks, 
And eyes hisHeards fcatter'd among the Rocks: 
Juſt as ſome aged Shepherd e're the Night 
Approaches, and the Wolves begin to fright 


\ 


His 
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His tender Lambs, gets on ſome rifing ground, 
And gathers all his Flocks about him round, 
Views them with care,and numbers all hisSheep, 
Then on the Graſs ſecurely falls aſleep. 

But Protens ſcarce is laid upon the Sands, 

In eafie Slumbers ſtretching out his Hands, 
When the fierce youth in haſt upon him runs, 
Seizes him faſt, and with Amazement ſtuns 
The frighted Captive. Then heclaps on Bands 
Upon his fainting Legs and trembling Hands. 
Yet 'tis not long the Elfe forgets his Arts, 

But at the firſt ſurprizing Fright departs, 

Come to himſelf, He ts himſelf no more, 
Nothing appears of what he was before; 

But into twenty Monſtrous ſhapes he turns, 
Guſhes hke Water, or in Flamehe burns, 

A Serpent hifles, or a Lyon roars, 


A Tygers likeneſs, or a grizly Boars : 
C But 
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ut the warn'd Swain never lets go his hold, 
Till Protens finding none of all his old 
Accuſtomed Wiles ſicceed , Hefilence breaks 


And thus in Humane Voice and Shape he ſpeaks. 


But who, thon boldeft of all Mortal Race. 
Has ſent thee here, my lonely Steps to trace, 
And taught thee, undiſcerned, thusto creep 
Into the fecret Clofets of the Deep 3 
Or what's the thing thou feek'ſtnow-I am ty'd. 
And inthy Hands? The Shepherd ſtrait reply'd 
Thou askeſt what rhou knoweſt. for none can 


Deceive,then think not of deceiving me 3 (thee 


. Tis by the Gods Commands we here are come 


To thee for Help, or clſe to know our Doom. 
At this the Prophet rowls his fiery Eyes, 


And Grmds his Feeth awhile, and then replys. 
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'Tis not in vain, or for light cauſe decreed | | 

By angryFates,that thy tond Heart ſhould bleed 

As well as his, for whom this puniſhment 

Too too unequal to thy Crimeis ſent : 

'Tis wretched Orphexs docs thy Lite infeſt, 

And both haveloſt what both have loved beſt ; 

Thy Heart was ſet upon thy Rural Stores, 

He nothing but Exridice adores ; 

Thou wert the cauſe of her untimely Fate, 

And He purſuesthee with an endleſs Hate. 

The lovely Bride was wandring o're the Plain, 

In hopes to meet her own delired Swain 3 

When thou bold Youth enflamed by her Charms 

Would fain have caught herin thy LuſtfulArms, 

Away ſhe ſprings like a light Doe that flys 

The bloudy Hound, her nimble Feet ſhe plys 

Along the Dawns, but whilſt away ſhe runs, 


And thy purſuit amaz'd and frighted ſhuns; 
C2 Alaſs 
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Alaſs! Unwary, ſhene're ſpy'd the Snake, 
That, as ſhe paſt, lay lurking in the brake 3 
Thus almoſt hopelefs grown and out of Breath 
She ſcapes thy Rage by an untimely Death. 
But her laſt Cries the Ecchoes far report, 

' The Nymphs about her ſhreeking all refort; 
The hollow Woods in murmur make their moan 
Among their Branches all the Turffes Groan ; 
The Thracian Mountains round with Sorrow 
The very Tygers all about them yell, (well 
The fowring Heavens at her Fate complain, 
And broken hearted Clouds fall downin Rain ; 
The following Night her deepeſt Sable wears, 


And thenext Morning weepsin dewy Tears. 


But woful Orphens all in grict excels, 


£11 in Complaints, among the Rocks he dwells, 
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In Tears diſſolving, and with fighing pin'd, 

. Calling the Heavens unjuſt, and Gods unkind 
At lengthhe takes up his melodious Lyre, 
Which Phebus ever uſed to inſpire 

Thinking tocharm hisWoes andLove-ſickHeart, 
Acure too hard for either Timeor Art 3 

For now his warbling Harp would yield no 
But loſt Exridice, Ewridice rebounds (ſounds, 
From every trembling String;Thee ſtill he ſung, 
Thy gentle Name among the Woods he rung 3 
Thee on the lonely Shore amid(t the Rocks, 
Theeon the Hills among the Heardsand Flocks, 
Thee —FY dawning of the Morning gray, 
Thee at the cloſing of the weary Day. 


But where calaſs thus wretched ſhould he go, 
Tyrd with 1 light, he ſeeks the Shades below 3 


To 
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To the Tenariar Caves his courſe he bends, 
And by the deep infernal Gates deſcends. 
Into the ghaſtly leafleſs Woods that ſpread 
Over the gloomy Regions of the Dead; 
Trunks without Sap,and Boughs that never bare, 
Some pale with Fear,ſome black with deep de- 
He croſt the Sooty Plainsand miry Lakes,(ſpair, 
All full of croaking Toads and hiſſing Snakes ; 
Came to the ruſty Iron Gates that bring 
To theblackTowersofthe great dreadful King, 
Hoping to touch a Heart with his fad care, 
That ne're relented yet with Humane Pray'r. 
But at his pow'rful Song the very Seats 
Of Erebus were moved, the Retreats 
Ot-all the Ghoſts were opened, and they ſwarm 
Like Bees jn cluſters when theSan grows warm, 
Or when the Evening drives them to the Hive, 
as + <td 


Mothers and Virgins gammeorore alive , 
Husbands 
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Husbands and Children, Heroes fo renown'd, 

Mixt with the nameleſs Crowd, and Monarchs 
Crown, (throng, 

Mong ſweaty Hinds , .and Slaves about him 

Admire and liften to his charming Song : 

The whole Tartarian Regions all amaz'd 

Stood and attended, or upon him gazd ; 

TheSlow Cocytxs ſtopsits muddy Floud, 

And Styx about him nine tumes circling ſtood, 

The fnaky Trefles ofth' Exmenides 

Left off their hiſſing, Cerberws at cafe 

Laid downhis threefold Head,and ceas'd toroap 


Ixions reſtleſs Wheel would turn no more. 


And now th'enchanting Orphens had prevail'd, 
His Songs had more than ever Prayers avail'd, 


Euridice's again reſtor'd to Humane Lite, 


And He retarns cloſe follow d by his Wite 
Hears 
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Hears, but not ſees her, for that Law wasmade 
By Proſerpine, and wasupon himlayd,” 
Heſhould not once behold his Lovely Fair, 

Till both arriv'd above in open Air. 

But when th' Infernal Manſions almoſt paſt, 
Approaching Day a dawning twilight caſt 

Upon the Lovers, the unhappy Swain 
Forgetting all his Woesand all his Pain, 

$pent with deſire, and vanquiſht of his Mind; 
Turn'd his impatient Head, and caſt a kind 
And longing Look upon his gentle Mate, 

Now heedlefs of the Doom impos'd by Fate 3 

A venial Fault, if Pitty or if Grace 


Had cver grown among the infernal Race, 
But here his Labour all run out in vain, 

The unrelenting Doom takes place again 3 
Thrice fromthe Avernian Lake a horrid noiſc 


Invadcs bis Ears, and thrice the howling ro 
O 
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Of Cepberus, thrice ſhuck the vaulted Cave, 
And for the Nymph opened a ſecond Grave. 


She fainting crys, what Fury thee poſleſt, 
What frenzy, Orphens, ſeized on thy Breſt ; 


Ah me, once __ undone ! Behold the Fates 
Again recall me to iGo Gates; 

Once more my Eyes are ſ{eiz'd with endlefsſlcep, 
And now farewel, I ſink into the Deep 
Oblivions Cells, ſurrounded all with Night, 
No longer thine, in vainto ſtop my Flight 

I ſtretch my Arms, in vain thou ſtretcheſt thine, 


In vain thou grieveſt, am I 18 vain repinc. 


Thus ſaid ſhe,and o' th' ſuddain from his Eyes, 
Like Smoak to Air all vaniſhing ſhe flies , 
And leaveshim catching at the empty Shade , 
In yain hecall'd her, and fond Offers made 
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To follow, for no maxe hard Fate allows 
His wiſht return, nor hearkens to his Vows ; 


Black Guards of Orcxs ſtrongly him withſtood, 
Nor ſuffer'd to approachthe Stygiex Floud. 


What ſhould he do,where paſs his woful Life? 
Twice had he got, twice loſt his Deareſt Wie; 
With what new Vows ſhould he the Heavens 

pleaſe ? (apppeaſe ? 
With what new Songs ſhould he the Ghoſts 
She now grown pale andcold, was wafting o're 
The Stygian Lake, and near the hated Shore. 
Full ſevenlongMonths in fad and raving Dreams 
Or reſtleſs thoughts he paſt nearStrimon'sStreams 
Undera onede » of in wild Dens, 
Secking the Savage Beaſts, avoiding Mens 
Commerce or ſight, but with his doleful lays 


He taughtthe flocking Birds to ſing her praiſe; * 


His 
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His own Deſpair, the very Stones admire, 
And rowling follow his melodious Lyre z 
Ale forct the Heart of hardeſt Oak to groan, 
And made fierce Tygers leave their Rage, 'and 

- moan; 
So the ſweet Nightingale that grieving ſtood 
And ſawth' untimely Rape of her youngBrood 
Snatcht by ſome Clown out of the downyNeſt, 
Under a Poplar ſhade, or elſc her Breſt (Night 
Againſt ſome Thorn, ſhe ſpends / "OS 
In mournful Notes, and ſhuns th'approaching 
But the dark thickets fils with endleſs moan(light 
Charming all others ſorrow but her own. 


No heats new Vers in him ere could raiſe, 
No Sence e're mov'd him of Reproachor praiſe, 
Along the Streams of Taneis he goes, 


4 Along he wanders o're the Scythian Snows, 
D 2 Seeks 
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| Seeksthe roughMountains cover'd all withFroſt, 
And tells the Trees Emridice is loſt, 
Curſes the vain Conceſſion of the Fates, 
Himſelf, and angry Gods, and Men he hates, 
Women heſcorns, ſince ſhe muſt be no more, 
Whom only he, andever could adore. 
But the Cyco-171a47 Dames too long deſpis'd, 
Too much deſiring by him to be priz'd, 
Amidſt the Sacred Rights of Bacchus Feaſt 
Ript up his vainly lov'd and loving Breſt, 
Tore himin Pieces, and about the Fields 
Scatter'd his Limbs(what Fruits Religion yields) 
Arid even then, when into Hebers Streams 
"They threw hisHead,hisEyeshad loſtthewrBeams 
His Lipstheir ruddy hue, but ſtill his Voice 
Call'din a Low, and now expiring nou, 
Emridice, Euridice his Tongue 


In broken Notes, now chill and trembling ſung, 
| Furidice 
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Euridice the Eccho's ſounded o're ( Shore, 
The Neighbouring Banks, and down therocky 


Thus Proteus ſung, then leapt into the Main, 
For now the foaming Tide return'd again 
Among theRocks. The Shepherd ſtood amaz'd 
But ſtrait Cyreze came, on whom he gaz'd 
Like one enchanted with the dreery Song 
Of charming Protens, for the fatal Wrong 
Of Orpheus toucht him now, more than hisown, 
In ſuch ſad Notes and lively Colours ſhown ; 
She chear'd histroub'dThoughts,and thus began 
No more complaints,mny Son,no more theſe wan 
And careful Looks, the cauſe of all thy grief 
Is now diſcover'd, ſoisthe Relict. 

The angryNymphs that haunt the Shad yGroves 


Where Orphens,and his Bride,began their Loves f 
An 
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And many a Dancehad fught herintheir Rings 
Whilſt he ſo fweetly to their Meaſures ſings; 

| iTis they haveplagued thee in all thy Stores, 
Among thy Sheep have caus'd ſo many Sores, 
Blaſted thy Corn, and made thy Heifers pine , 
Blighted thefruitful Oliveand the Vine 3: 
But above all, thy Bees have felt the ſmart, 
| Becauſetheyknew,thou hadſtthemmoſtatHeart 
Therefore withOffringsthou muſt them appeaſe 
They reconciled once, will give thee caſe; 
. | The Nymphsare gentle, may their Rage allay 
' When thou beginſt to Worſhip and to Pray. 
| But the whole Order of their Sacred Rights 

I muſt explain, unknown to Mortal Wights ; 

Firſt chooſe four Steers, the faireſt of thy Heard, 

| Whichon L,ycea: Mountains thou haſt rear 3 

Four lovely Heifers yet unhandled take, 

Then juſt as many unhewn Alturs make 
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Within the Grove, he ancient uſe allows 
ArcadianSwains to pay their Holy Vows 
Unto the Nymphs. There as the day ſhall riſe 
Of all theſe Offrings make one Sacrifice 5 
Upon the Altars pour the recking Blood, 
And leave the Bodies in the Shady Wood, 
Firſt ſtrowed over with freſh Oaken Boughs 3 
But when the Ninth Aurora thee ſhall rouze | 
From thy ſoft Sleep, Lethear Poppys bring, 
And unto Orpheus ſolemn DirgiesSing ; 
With a black Sheep his angry Ghoſt appeaſe, 
And a white Calf Exridice to pleaſe ; 


Then to the Grove return with humble Gate, | 


And Heartdevout, and there cxpett thy Fate. 


The Swain inſtructed, makes no long delay, 
Unto the Shrine he ſtrait begins his way, 
Raiſes the Altars, all the Bullocks ſlays, 
Offers his bumbleſt Prayers and his Praiſe 
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Unto the angry Nymphs, then home retires 
And lays ſweet Incenſe on his Houſhold Fires 

" Fullerght long days,but when the dawninglight 
Upon the ninth reſtor'd the Morning bright, 
He to the Grove returns, and there he ſees 
(Stupendſous fight ) a thouſand thouſand Bees 4 
Out of the melted Bowels of each Stear, 
Asfrom a mighty ſwarming Hive appear, 
Burſting from out the Sides with vital Heat, 
From whence in Clouds they riſe,theg take their 
Lpon the leaning Boughs,till all the Trees (feat 
Are hung with Bunches of the cluſtring Bees. 


Thus haveI ſung poorNymphs and Shepherds 
WhilſtCeſar thunders atEnphratesſtreams(dreams 


With conquering Arms the vanquiſht Nations 


_ - _ 
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And to the willingPeople gives juſt Laws, (aws, 
Treadsthe true Path to great Olympus Hills, 


| And wondring Mortals with his Prailcs fills. 
nod. I INTO A? 1.A9.4 ro tins me _ 
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MF Off-ſpring of Tyrrhenian Kings, 


And worthy of the greateſt Empires 
({way, 


Unbend thy working mind a while, and play 
With ſofter thoughts and looſer Strings, 
Hard Iron ever wearing will decay. 
2. 
A Piece untouch't of old and noble Wine 


Attends thee here ; ſoft eſſence for thy hair, 


Of Purple Violets made, or Lilies fair. 
The Roſes hang their heads and pine, 


And till you come in vain perfume the Air. 


3. 

Be not mvergled by the gloomy ſhades 

Of Tyber, nor cool Aniens Chryſtal ſtreams, 

The Sun is yet but young, his gentle beams 
Revive, and ſcorch not up the blades. 

The Spring like Virtue, dwells between extreams 

4. 

Leave fulſom plenty for a while, and come 
From ſtately Palaces that towre ſo high 
And ſpread fo far; The duſtand buſineſs fly, 

The ſmoak and noiſe of mighty Rome, 

And cares that on Embroider'd Carpets lye. 

5. 

It is viciſhitude that pleaſure yields 

To Men with greateſt wealth and honours bleſt, 

And ſometimes homely fare but cleanly dreſt. 
In Country Farms or pleaſant Fields; 


Clears up a Cloudy brow and thoughtful breaſt. 


A Now 
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6. 
Now the cold Winds have blown themſelves 
The Froſts aremelted into pearlyDewes; (away, 
The Chirping Birds each morning tell the news, 
Of chearful Spring, and welcome day. 
The tender Lambs follow the bleating Ewes. 
7. 
"The Vernal bloom adorns the fruitful Trees 
With various dreſs; the ſoft and gentle rains, 
Begin with Flowers to enamel all the plains. 
The Turtle with her Mate agrees: ({wains. 
And wanton Nymphs with their enamoured 
8. 
Thou art contriving in thy mind, what State, 
And form, becomes that mighty City beſt : 
- Thy bulie head can take no gentle reſt, 
For thinking on th'events, and Fate, 


Of factious Rage; which has her long opprelt. 
E 2 _ Thy 
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Thy cares extende to the remoteſt Shores, 
Of her vaſt Empire, how the Perffar Arms 3 
Whether the BaFrians joyn their Troops; what 
From the Cartabrians and the Moores ; (harms 
May come, or the tumultuous German ſwarms. 
IO. 
Put the wiſe Powers above, that all things know, 
In ſable night have hid the events, and train 
Of future things 3 and with a juſt diſdain, 
Laugh when poor mortals here below, 
Fear without cauſe;zand break their {leepsinvain 
IT. 
Think how the preſent thou mailt well compaſe, 
With equal mind, and without endleſs cares 
For the unequal courſe of State affairs, 
Like to the Ocean ebbs and flows, 


Qr rather like our Ne1ghbouring Tyber fares. 
| N ow 
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Now ſmooth and ſilent downherChannel creeps 


Now ſwells and rages, threatningall to drowns 
The Banks and Trees,and Houſes tumbles down, 


Away both Corn and Cattle hyceps. 


And fills with noiſe and horror Fieldsand Town, 


I 3. 
After a while grown calm, retreats again 
Into her ſandy Bed, and ſoftly glides 3 


So Jove ſometimes in fiery Chariot rides 


I4. 


He only lives content, and his own man 


This 1s my own, this never can 
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Or rather Maſter 3 who each night can ay : 


Cn 


With cracks of Thunder, ſtorms of Rain, 


Then grows ſerene, and all our fears derides. 


'Tis well, thanks to the Gods I've liv'd to day. 


Like other Goods, be forc't or ſtoln away. 


And | 


And for to morrow let me weep or laugh, . 
Let the Stn ſhine or Storms and Tempeſts ring, 
Yet 'tisnot in the power of Fates, a thing 

Should next have bin, or not be ſafe 
| Which flying time has cover'd with her wing, 
| I6. 
Capricious Fortane plays a ſcornful game 
With humane things 3 uncertain as the Wind : 
| Sometimes to thee, ſometimes to me is kind. 
Throwsabout Honours, Wealth, and Fame, 
| Atrandom, heedleſs, humorous and blind. 

I7. 

He's wiſe, who when ſhe ſmiles the good enjoys, 
And unallayed with fears of fatureill ; 
But if ſhe frowns earlet her have her will. 


I can with eaſe reſign the toyes, 


And lye wrapt up in my own Virtue ſtill, 
L Lic 
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18. 
Ile make my court to honeſt Poverty : 
An eafie Wife, although without a dowre, 
What Nature asks will yetbe in my power : 
For without Pride or Luxury, | 
How little ſerves to paſs the fleeting hour. 
I9. 

'Tis not for me when Winds and Billows riſe 
And crack the Maſt,and mock the Seamens Cares 
To fall to poor and Mercenary prayers : 

For fear the Tzriar Merchandize 
Should all be loſt, and not enrich my Heirs. 


20, 


[le rather leap into the little Boat, 

Which without fluttering Sails ſhall waft me o*re 

The ſwelling Waves; and thenTlethink nomore 
Of Ship, or fraight 3 but change mynote, 

And thank the Gods that I am ſafe a-ſhore. 


FINIS. 
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